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ANDRONICUS. 
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Dramatis Perſonx. 

* 

Saturninus, Sen to the late Emperor of Rome, and after- 
abards declar'd Emperor himſelf. 

Baſſianus, Brother to Saturninus, i» Love with Lavinia. 
Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman, General againſt the 

Goths. 
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and Brother 

to Titus. ; 
Marcus; © 

Norm Sans to Titus Andronicus. 
Lucius, 
Mucius, _ 
Young Lucius, à Boy, Son to Lucius. 
Alarbus, ? 
Chiron, Sons to Tamora. 
Demetrius, [1 
Aaron, a Moor, be/av'd by Tamora. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards married to 
Saturninus. 

Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

Senators, Fudges, Officers, Soldiers, and other 
Altendants. 

SCENE Rome, and the Conntry near it. 
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r 
Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. 

Enter Saturninus and his followers at one door, and Baſ- 
| ſianus and his followers at the other, with drum and 
| colours. 

| SATURNINUS, 

OBLE Patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms. 
And countrymen and loving !oilowers, 
Plead my ſucceſſive title with your ſwords. 
| am the firit-born {on of him that latt 
Wore the imperial diadem of None: 

Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indiguty, 44s. 

Gd 

Baſ. Romans, friends, ſolb'' wers, iavourers of my right: 
If ever Baſſianus, Cz /ar”s ion, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rowe, 
Keep then this paſſage to the Capito! 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 
11” imperial ſeat, to virtue conſcerate, 
Jo juſtice, eontinence, and nobiliiy 

. 

* 

But let deſert in pure election faiue ; 
And, Romans, light tor freedom in your choice, 

Enter Marcus Andronicus t auth the cia. 
Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by factions and by friends, 

Ambitiouſſy for zue and empery ! : 
Know that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand 
A ſpecial party, have by common voice, 
In election for the Roman omnery, 
Choſen Audromces, ſur-nan ed Pius, 
For many geo and great ceſerts to Tem. 

4 A's A n.bler 



4 TiTus AnDRONICUS. 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within our city walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 
From weary wars againſt the barbarous Goh, 
That with his ſons (a terror to our foes) 
Hath yok'd a nation ftrong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are ſpent ſince firlt he undertool: 
This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 
Our enemies pride. Five'times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons 
In coffins from the held. 
And now at laſt, laden with honour's ſpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us intreat, by honour of his name, 
Whom (worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and Senate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrength ; 
Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuiters ſhould, 
Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs. 

Sat. How fair the Tribune ſpeaks, to calm my thoughts. 
Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſo ] do affie | 

In thy uprightneſs and integrity ; 
And fo I love and honour thee and thine ; 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, 
And her (to whom our thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
'That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends ; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 
Commit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 

Sat. Friends that have been thus forward in my right, 
IT thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; 

And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit my ſelf, my perſon, and the cauſe : 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates, and let me in. 

Baſ. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor. 
[ They go up int the Senalc-houſe. &nte: 
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Titus ANDRONICUS, 5 

Enter a Captain. 
Cap. Romans, make way: the good Au. lronicus, 

Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 
Succelsful in the battels that he fights, 
With honour and with fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his ſword, 
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome. 
Sound drums and trumpets, and then enter Mucius and 

Marcus: after them, two men bearing @ coffin over” d 
avith black ; then Quintus and Lucius. After them 
Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, the Queen 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron ard Demetrius, with. Aaron 
tho NI OOr, prz [oners 5 ſoldiers, and otver attendants. They 

fet doguu the coffin, and Titus Heals. 
Tit, Hail, Rome, vicorious in thy mourning weeds ! 

Loe, as the bark that hath diſcharg'd her freight, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 
From whence at hrit ſhe weigh'd her anchorage, 
Cometh -4adronuas with laurel bouglis, 
To re- ſalute his country with his tears; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. 
Thou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant ſons, 
Half of the number that King Priam had, 
Behold the poor remains alive and dead ! 
Theſe that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love; 
Theſe that 1 bring unto their lateſt home, 
With burial among their anceſtors. 
Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my ſword : 
Titus unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy ſons unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful ſhore of SH? 
Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[ They open the tomb. 
There greet in ſilence, as the dead are wont, 
And ſleep in peace, ſlain in your country's wars: 
O ſacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
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6 TiTus ANDRONICUS, 

How many ſons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Got, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, f 
Ad manes Fratrum ſacrifice his fleſh, 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones : 
That fo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you, the nobleſt that ſurvives, 
The eldeſt Son of this diſtreſſed Queen. 

Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I ſhed, 
A mother's tears in paſſion for her ſon : 
And if thy ſons were ever dear to thee, 
O think my ſons to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautitie thy triumphs, and return 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoak ? 
But muſt my ſons be ſlaughter'd in the ftreets, 
For valiant doings in their country's cauſe ? 
O! if to fight for King and common-weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in theſe ; 
Andronicus, ſtain not thy tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful ; 

| Sweet mercy is nobilicy's true badge. 
Thrice noble Titus, ſpare my firſt-born ſon. 

Tit. Patient your felf, madam, and pardon me, 
Theſe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren lain 
Religiouſly they ask a facrifice ; 
To this your ſon is markt, and die he muſt 
T'appeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 
Tuc. Away with him, and make a fire ſtrait. 
And with our ſwords upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hue his limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. 

[Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius 
with Alarbus. 

Tam. O cruel irreligious piety ! 
Chi, Was ever Scythia half ſo barbarous ? 5 

EM, 
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TiTus ANDRONICUS. 
Dem. Oppoſe me, Scythia, to ambitions Rowe. 

Alarbus go to reſt, and we ſurvive 
To tremble under 7:2; threatning looks. 
Then, madam, ftand reſolv'd, but hope withal, 
The fſelf-ſame Gods that arm'd the Queen of Troy 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge 
Upon the Fhracian tyrant in his tent, 
May favour Jamora, the Queen of Gozhs, 
(When Go:hs were Goths, and Tamora was Queen) 
Jo quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus ard Lucius. 
Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 

Our Roman rites : Alarbus limbs are lopt, | 
And intrails feed the facrificing fire, 
Whole ſmoke, like incenſe, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nouglu but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud larums welcome them to Rome. 

Zit. Let it be fo, and let 4rdronicus 
Make this his lateſt farewel to their ſouls. 

[Then found trumpets, and lay the coffens in the temb. 
In peace and honours reſt you here, my ſons, 
Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, 
Secure from worldly changes and miſhaps : 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no envy ſwells, 
Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms, 
No noiſe, but ſilence and eternal ſleep : 
In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons ! 

| Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long, 

My noble lord and father, live in fame ! 
Lo at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my brethrens obſequies : 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome. 
O bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 
Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud. | 

Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 
The cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart! 
Lavinia, live, out-live thy father's days ; 
And fame's eternal date for virtue's praiſe. 

A 4 Mar. 



8 Titus ANDRONICUS. 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rowe. 

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar. And welcome nephews from ſucceſsful wars, 

You that ſurvive, and you that fleep in fame : 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's ſervice drew your {words 
But ſafer triumph is this funeral pomp 
That hath aſpir'd to Solon's happineſs, 
And triumphs over chance in honour's bed, 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whole friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truſt, 
This palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue, 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With theſe our late deceaſed Emperor's ſons : 
Pe Candidatus then, and put it on, 
And help to {et a head on headleſs Rome. 

Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his that ſhakes for age and ſeebleneſs: 
What ſhould I don this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be choſe with proclamations to-day, 
'T'o-morrow yield up rule, reſign my life, 
And fet abroach new bulineſs for you all ? 
Reme, I have been thy ſoldier forty years, 
And led my country's ſtrength ſucceſsfully, 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſons, 
Knighted in field, ſlain manfully in arms, 
In right and fervice of their noble country, 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 
But not a ſceptre to controul the world. 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laſt. 

Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and ask the empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canſt thou tell? 
Tit. Patience, prince Saturninus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 

Patricians draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor. 

Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

} 14 C 2 



F Titus ANDRONICUS. 9 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 

That noble-minded Titus means to thee. 
Tit. Content thee prince, I will reſtore to thee 

The peoples hearts, and wean them from themſelves. 
Baſ. Andronicus, J do not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will do *till I die: 
My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 
I will moſt thankful be ; and thanks to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

Tit, People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
Lask your voices, and your ſuffrages, 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 4 

Mar. To gratiſy the good Andronicus, F 
And gratulate his ſafe return to Rome, 9 
The people will accept whom he admits. | 

Tit. Tribanes, I thank you, and this ſuit I make, ( 
That you create your Emperor's eldeſt ſon, 
Lord Saturrine; whoſe virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Noe, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen juſtice in this common-weal. 
Then if you will elect by my advice, 
Crown him, and fay, long live our Emperor. 

Mar. With voices and applauſe of every fort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor; 

And lay, long live our Emperor Saturnine. 
DA lang flouriſh till tber come date 

Sat. Titus Audronicus, for thy favours do- 
To us in our election this day, 
] give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentlenet> | 
And for an onſet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my Emperets, 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, miſtreſs of my heart, 
And: in the ſacred Pautbeon her cipoule : 
Tell me, Audronicus, doth this motion pleaſe thee ? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and in this match, 
I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace: 
And here in ſight of Rome, to Saturninus, 

(C2 | A J King, 
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10 :TiTvs Av DpRONrreus. 
King and commander of our common-weal, 
The wide world's Emperor, do I conſecrate 
My ford, my chariot, and my priſoners ; 
Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial lord. 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mige honour's enſigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks noble Titus, father of my life, 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome ſhall regard; and when I do forget 
* leaſt of theſe unſpeakable deſerts, 

omans forget your fealty to me. 
Fit. Now, Madam, are you priſoner to an Emperor, 
To him that for your honour and your ſtate 
Will uſe you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, truſt me, of the hue [7o Tamora, 
'That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe a-new : 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
'Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorn in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. 
Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, who comforts you 
Can make you greater than the Queen of Gothe. 
Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 

Lav. Not I, my lord, ſith true nobility 
Warrants theſe words in princely courteſie. 

Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia. Romans let us go. 
Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free, 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

Baſ. Lord Titus, by your leave this maid is mine. 
[Seizing Lavinia, 

Tit. How, Sir? are you in earneſt then, my Lord? 
Baſ. Ay, noble Titus; and reſolv'd withal, 

To do my ſelf this reaſon and this right. 
[ The Emperor courts Tamora in dun, fog, 

Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman juſtice : 
This prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 

Luc. And that he will, and ſhall, if Lacius live. 
Tir. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's guard? 
Treaſon, my lord ; Lavinia is ſurpriz'd, 

Sat. Surpriz d! by whom? Baſ. 

: 
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Baſ. By him that juſtly may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 

Exit Baſſianus with Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 

And with my ſword I'll keep this door ſecure. 
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you paſs not here. 
Tit. What villain, boy, 

Barr'ſt me my way in Rome? [ He Rills him. 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help. 
Luc. My lord, you are unjuſt, and more than fo, 

In wrongful quarrel you have ſlain your ſon. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any ſons of mine. 

My ſons would never fo diſhonour me. 
Traitor, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd love. 

Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not, 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock ; 
FI truſt by leiſure him that mocks me once, 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haugiity ſons, 
Confederates all, thus to diſhonour me. 
Was there none elſe in Rome to make a ſtale of 
But Saturnine ? full well, Andronicus, 
Agree theſe deeds, with that proud brag of thine, 
That ſaid'ſt, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 

77t. O monſtrous ! what reproachful words are theſe ? 
Bat. But go thy ways; go give that changing piece, 

To him that flouriit'd for her with his ſword ; 
A valiant ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enjoy : 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons, 

Io ruflle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

77t. Theſe words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora Queen of Galle, 

That, like the ſtately Phabe *mong her nymphs, 
Doſt over-ſhine.the gallant'ſt dames of Rome, 
If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 
Behold I chute thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee Empereſs of Rome. 
Speak, Queen of Cots, doſt thou applaud my choice? 
And here I {wear by all the Roman Gods, (Sith 
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12 TiTus ANDRONICUS. 

(Sith prieſt and holy water are fo near, 
And tapers burn ſo bright, and every thing 
In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtands,) 
J will not re-{alute the ſtreets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
1 lead eſpous'd my bride along with me. 

Tam. And here in ſight of heav'n to Rome I ſwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his defires, 
A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth, 

Sat. Aſcend, fair Queen, Pantheon; lords accompany 
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturniue, 
Whoſe wiſdom hath her fortune conquered , 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpouſal rites. [ Exeunt. 

Tit. L am not bid to wait upon this bride. 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and Marcus, 
Maur. Oh Titus ſee, oh fee what thou haſt done 

In a bad quarrel fla-n a virtuous fon. 
Tit. No, feolith Tribune, no: no fon of mine, 

Nor thou, nor theſe conſederates in the deed, 
That hath diſhonoured all our family; 
Unwortby brother, and unworthy ſons. 

Lac. Bat let us give him burial as becomes, 
Give Mutias burial with our bretheren. 

Tit. Traitors away, he reſts not in this tomb; 
This monument five hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re-edified : 
Here none but foldiers, and Rome's ſervitors 
Repoſe in fame: none baſely ſlain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you, 
My nephew Mutius deeds do plead for him, 
He muſt be buried with his bretheren. 

Titus's ons ſpeak, 
Sons. And ſhall, or him we will © devel F 
74, And ſhall? what villain was it ſpake that word? 

 [Titus's fon fpeats. 
O) 247 + Quin 



Titus Ax DpRON Tus. 19 
Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 
Tit. What, would you bury him in my deſpight ? 
Mar. No, noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 
Tit. Marcus, ev'n thou haſt truck upon my creſt, 
And with theſe boys mine honour thou haſt wounded, 
My foes I do repute you every one, 1 
So trouble me no more but get you gone. ta 

Luc. He 1s not himſelf, let us withdraw. . 
Quin. Not I, "till Mutius bones be buried. 1 

[ The brother and the ſons Intel. 9 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. if 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeak. U 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. | 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my ſoul. N 
Luc. Dear father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all. þ 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to. inter 

H1s noble nephew here in vartue's neſt, 
That died in honour, and Lawinia's cauſe. 

hou art a Raman, be not barbarous 
The Greets upon advice did bury 4jax 
That ſlew himſelf ;. and wile Laerte's ſon 
Did graciouſly plead for his funerals. | 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit. Riſe, Marcus, riſe 
The diſmall'ſt day is this that e'er I ſaw, 
To be diſhonour'd by my tons in Rome: 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 

[ They put him in the tomb. 
Luc. There lye thy bones, ſweet Mutius,with thy friends, 

Lill we with trophies do adorn thy tomb. 
D [ They all kneel, and ſay, 
No man ſhed tears for noble Mutius; 
He lives in fame, that died in virtue's cauſe. 

Mar. My Lord, to ſtep out of theſe dreary dumps, 
How comes it that the ſubtle Queen of Gozhs 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus; but I know it is: 
If by device or no, the heav'ns can tell: 



14 Titus AnDRONICUS. 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the man, 
That brought her for this high good turn ſo far? 

Flouriſh. Enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and 
Demetrius with the Moor at one door, At the other 
door Baſſianus and Lavinia with others. 

Sat. So, Baſfianus, you have plaid your prize, 
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baſ. And you of yours, my Lord; I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh no leſs, and fo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traytor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this rape. 

Baſ. Rape call you it, my lord, to ſeize my own, 
My true betrothed love, and now my wife? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all, 
Mean while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 

Sat. *Tis good, Sir ; you are very ſhort with us, 
But if welive, we'll be as ſharp with you. 

Baſ. My lord, what I have done, as beſt I may, 
Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my life ; 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble Gentleman, lord 77tus here, 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
That in the reſcue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did flay his youngeſt ſon, 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath, 
To be controuPd in that he frankly gave; 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine, 
That hath expreſt himſelf in all his deeds 
A father and a friend to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my deeds. 
Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, - 
How have I lov'd and honour'd Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamara 
Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me ſpeak, indifferently for all; 
And at my ſuit (tweet) pardon what is paſt. 

Sat. What, Madam, be diſhonour'd openly, 
And baſely put it up without revenge ? 
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Tam. Not ſo, my lord ; the Gods of Rome fore-fend, 

I ſhould be author to diſhonour you : 
But, on mine honour dare I undertake, 
For good lord Tita, innocence in all; 
Whoſe fury not diſſembled ſpeaks his grieſs: 
Then at my ſuit look graciouſly on him. 
Loſe not fo noble a friend on vain ſuppoſe, 11 
Nor with ſowre looks afflict his gentle heart. 4 
My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, [ 46de. k 
Diſſemble all your griefs and diſcontents : U. 
Vou are but newly planted in your throne; 44 
Leſt then the people and patricians too, 1 
U pon a juſt ſurvey take T:tus part, w 
And ſo ſupplant us for ingratitude | 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous fin, y 
Yield at intreats, and then let me alone; 7 
I'll find a day to maſſacre them all, 
And raſe their faction, and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traiterous ſons, 
To whom I ſued for my dear ſon's life: 
And make them know what tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the ſtreets, and beg for grace in vain. =— 
Come, come, {weet Emperor,--- come Andronicus --- 

Take up this good old man, and chear the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe, my Empreſs hath prevail'd. 
Tit. I thank your majeſty, and her; my lord, 

"Theſe words, theſe looks infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily : 
And mult adviſe the Emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus ; 
And let it be my honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you. 
For you, prince Ba/anus, I have paſt 
My word and promiſe to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. 

And fear not, lords; and you Lavinia, 
By my advice all humbled on your knees, 

Fou ſhall aſk pardon of his majeſty. 
| | Luc. 
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Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and to his highnefs, 
'That what we did was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſter's honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 
Tam Nay, nay, ſweet Emperor we muſt all be friends. 

The Tribune and his nephews kneel for grace, 
I will not be denied, ſweet- heart, look back. 

Sat. Marcus, for thy ſake and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 
1 do remit theſe young men's hainous faults. 
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
J found a friend, and ſure as death I ſwore, 
J would not part a batchelor from the prieſt. 
Come, if the Emperor's court can feaſt two brides, 
You are my gueſt, Lawinia, and your friends ; 
This day ſhall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, and it pleaſe your majeſty, 
To hunt the panther and the nart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace Bonjour. 

Sat. Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too. [ Exeunt, 

— „ — - 

AT H. NONE. 

Enter Aaron alone. 

Aar. NH climbeth Tamora Olympus top, 
Safe out of fortune's ſhot, and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flaſh, 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threatning reach; 
As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn 
And having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Gallops the zodiack in his gliſtring coach, 
And overlooks the higheſt peering hills: 
So Tamora. 
Upon her wit doth early honour wait, 
And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then Aaron arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 

2 To. 
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To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, 
And mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Has priſoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains; 
And faſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucaſus, 
Away with flaviſh weeds, and idle thoughts, Ty 
I will be bright and ſhine in pearl and gold, 45 
To wait upon this new- made Empereſs. 160 
To wait upon, ſaid I ? to wanton with f 

This Queen, this Goddeſs, this Semiramis; . 

This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, | 19 
And ſee his ſhipwrack, and his common-weal's, 1 
Holla, what ſtorm is this ? 1 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge 

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd, 
And may, for ought thou know'ſt, affected be. 

- Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween in all, 
And ſo in this to bear me down with braves: 
Tis not the difference of a year or two 

Makes me leſs gracious, or thee more fortunate 3 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 
To ſerve, and to deſerve my miſtreſs grace; 
And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſion for Lavinia's love. 
Aar. Clubs, clubs ! theſe lovers will not keep the 

peace. | 
Dem. Why boy, although our mother (unadvis'd) 

Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide, | 
Are you ſo deſperate grown to threat your friends? 
Gro to; have your lath glued within your ſheath, 

Till you know better how to handle it. 
CY. Mean while, Sir, with the little ſkill I have, 

Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
D:m. Ay boy, grow ye ſo brave ? [They draw. 
Aar. Why now, lords? 

So near the Emperor's palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain ſuch a quarrel openly ? 4 

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge. 44 
J would not for a million of gold, | ; 

The g 
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The cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns. 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be ſo diſhonour'd in the court of Rome. 
For ſhame put up. | 

Dem. Not TI, *till I have ſheath'd 
My rapier in his boſom, and withal 
Thruſt theſe reproachful ſpeeches down his throat, 

That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour here. 
Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full reſolv'd, 

Foul-fpoken coward ! thou thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt perform. 

Har. Away, I ſay 
Now by the Gods that warlike G, adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all; 
Why lords ---- and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jet upon a prince's right ? 
What, is Lavinia then become io looſe, 
Or Baſfſianns fo degenerate, 
That for her love ſuch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulment, juſtice, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware --- and ſhould the Empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the muſick would not pleaſe. 

Chi. I carenot, I, knew ſhe and all the world, 
J love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make ſome better 
Choice, | 

Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 
Aar. Why are ye mad! or know ye not in Roe 

How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? 
I tell you lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this deviſe. 

Chi. Aaron, a thouſand deaths would I propoſe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love: 

Aar. To atchieve her how ! 
Dem. Why mak'ſt thou it ſo ſtrange ? 

She 15 a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd. 
What man? more water glideth by the mill 

Than 
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Than wots che miller of, and eaſie it is 
Of a cut loaf to ſteal a ſhive we know : 
Tho' Baſſianus be the Emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

Has. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 
Dem. Then why ſhould he deſpair, that Knows to 

court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ; 
What, haſt thou not full often ſtruck a doe, 
And born her cleanly by the keeper's nole ? 

Aar. Why then it ſeems ſome certain ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 

Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado : 
Why, hark ye, hark ye ---- and are you ſuch fools 
To ſquare for this? would it offend you then 

Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one. 
Aar. For ſhame be friends, and join for that you jar, 

Tis policy and ſtratagem muſt do 
That you affect, and ſo muſt you reſolve, 
That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muſt perforce accompliſh as you may. 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Baſſtanus love; 
A ſpeedier courie than lingring languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious, 

© And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe, 
And ſtrike her home by force, it not by words : 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 

+ ſquare, fgnifies to quarrel, vid. Midſ. night's dream. 

Come, 
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20 TIrus AnDRONICUS. 

Come, come, our Empreſs with her ſacred wit 
To villany and vengeance conſecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes heighth advance you both. 
The Emperor's court is like the houſe of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears: 
The woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf and dull: 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave boys, and take your 

turns, 
There ſerve your luſts, ſhadow'd from heav'ns eye, 
And revel in Lawinza's treaſury. 

Chi. Thy counſel, lad, ſmells of no cowardiſe. 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtream 

To cool this heat; a charm to calm theſe fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes wehor. [ Exeurt, 

A Foreſt. 

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſons, with hounds 
and horns, and Marcus. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray, 
The fields are fragrant and the woods are green: 
Uncouple here and let us make a bay, 
And wake the Emperor and his lovely bride, 
And rouze the prince, and ring a hunter's yu! 
That all the court may eccho with the noiſe. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To tend the Emperor's perſon carefully : 
I have been troubled in my fleep this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 

Wind horns. Here a. cry of bounds, and wind horns in a 
peal : then enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lavi- 
nia, Chiron, Demetrius, and their attendants. 

Tit. Many good-morrows to your majeſty, 
Madam, to you as many and as good. 
I promiſed your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat. 

OE 
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Sat. And you have rung it luſtily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies, 

Baſ. Lawinia, how ſay you? 
Lau. I jay, no: 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 
Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us have, 

And to our ſport : madam, now ye ſhall fee 
Our Roman hunting. 

far. I have dog, my lord, 

Wil! rome tue proudeſt panther in the chaſe, 
And chmo ge ugheſt promontory top. 

Tit. And I have à horſe will follow, where the game 
Makes way, and run like ſwallows o'er the plain. 

Dem. (hirn, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor 
hound, 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [ Exennt. 
Enter Aaron alone. 

Aar. He that had wit, would think that I had 
none , 

To bury ſo much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him that thinks of me fo abjectly, 
Know that this gold muſt coin a ſtratagem, 
Which cunningly effected, will beget 
A very excellent piece of villany ; _. 
And ſo repole ſweet gold for their unreſt 
That have their alms out of the Empreſs' cheſt. 

Enter 'Tamora. 
* Tam. My lovely Aaron, whereſore look'ſt thou 

ſad, | : 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaſt ? 

* The birds chaunt melody on every buſh. 
The ſnake lies rolled in the cheartul ſun, 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer'd ſhadow on the ground : 
Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilft the babling echo mocks the hounds, 

Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once, 

Let us fit down and mark their yelling noiſe : 

R «6 * * 

And 
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And after conflict ſuch as was ſuppos'd 
The wandring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave, 
We may each wreathed in the other's arms, 
(Our paſtimes done) poſſeſs a golden ſlumber, - 
Whilſt hounds and horns, and ſweet melodious birds 
Be unto us as is a nurſe's ſong 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep. | 

Aar. Madam, tho' Venus govern your deſires, n 
Saturn is dominator over mine: 
What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy, 
My- fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 
Even as an adder when ſhe doth unrowl 
To do ſome fatal execution ? 
No, Madam, theſe are no venereal figns ; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Har, Tamora, (the Empreſs of my foul, 
Which never hopes more heaven than reſts in thee) 
This is the day of doom for Baſ/ianus ; 
His Philomel mult loſe her tongue to-day, 
Thy ſons make pillage of her chaſtity, 
And waſh their hands in Baſſianus' blood. 
Seeſt thou this letter, take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal plotted fcrowl ; 
Now queition me no more, we are eſpied, 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 
Which dread not yet their lives deſtruction. 

Tam. Ah, my ſweet Mor, ſweeter to me than life, - 
Aar. No more, great Empreſs, Baſſianus comes; 6 

Be croſs with him, and Pll go fetch thy tons 
To. back thy quarrels, whatſoe'er they be. [Exzt. V 

3 
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Enter Baſhanus and Lavinia. 
Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's royal Fmpre!s f 

Unfarniſh'd of her well-beſceming troops ? 
Or is it Dian habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 

To 
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To ſee the general hunting in this foreſt ? 
Tam. Sawcy controller of our private ſteps : 

Had I the power that ſome ſay Dian had, 
Thy temples ſhould be planted preſently 
With horns, as was Acteon's, and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art. * 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle Empereſs, {4 

: 

| 
"Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning ; 

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are ſingled forth to try experiments: 

| Fove ſhield your huſband from his hounds to-day, + 
"Tis pity they ſhould take him for a ſtag. b 

Baj. Believe me, Queen, your ſwarth Cymmerian . 
Doth make your honour of his bedy's hue, ; 
Spotted, deteſted, and abcminable. 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your train? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow-white goodly ſteed, 
And wandred hither to an obſcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
IF foul deſire had not conducted you ? 

Lav. And being interrupted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble lord be rated 

For ſaucineſs. I pray you let us hence, 
And let her joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpoſe paſling well. 

Boſ. The King my brother ſnall have note of this. 
Lv. Ay, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long. 
Good King, to be fo mightily abuſed. 

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this? > 
- Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

X Dem. How now, dear ſovereign and our gracious 
2 mother, 
Why does your highneſs look ſo pale and wan ? 
Tau. Have J not reaſon, think you, to look pale? 
| Theſe two have ticd me hither to this place, 
A barren and deteſted vale you fee it is. 
The trees, tho! ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
4 Oercome with moſs, and baleful miſſelto. 

lere never ſhines the ſun, here nothing breeds, 
3 I | Unleſs 
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Unleſs the nighty owl, or fatal raven. 
And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the night, 
A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, f 

A Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, { 

" Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, | 

> As any mortal body hearing it, | | 

Should ftrait fall mad, or elſe die ſudderlly. 1 

Y 
T 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 
But ſtraight they told me they would bind me here, 
Unto the body of a diſmal yew, 
And leave me to this miſerable death, 
And then they call'd me foul adultereſs, 
Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 
That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. Y 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 8 T 
'This vengeance on me had they executed : T 
Revenge it as you love your mother's life, Sc 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children. . T 

5 Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. [Stab Bad | O 
Chi. And this for me, ſtruck home to ſhew my N 

ſtrength. | 2 
Lav. I come Semiramis, nay barbarous Tamora, 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own. me! 
Tam. Give me thy poniard ; you ſhall know, my boys,. Be 

Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 1 
Dem. Stay. Madam, here is more belongs to her; | Ev 

Firſt, thraſh the corn, then after burn the {traw : E Re 
This minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, pn ic 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty; ; By 
And with that painted hope ſhe braves your mightineſs ; | 11 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? # Ut 

Chi. And if the do, I would I were an eunuch. | 
Drag hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, An 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt. 4 Fo 

Tam. But when you have the honey you deſire, „Poe 
Let not this waſp out- live us both to ſting. .= 

Chi. I warrant, Madam, we will make that ſure; © ! 
Come miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy \ Th 
That nice- preſerved honeſty of yours. 



Titus ANDRONICUSs 25 
Lav. O Tamora, thou bear a woman's face 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak ; away with her. 
Law. Sweet lords, intreat her, hear me but a word 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam, let it be your glory . 

To ſee her tears; but be your heart to them, if | 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of rain. ft 

Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam! ? 77 
Odo not teach her wrath, ſhe taught it thee. 

The milk thou ſuck'dit om her did turn to marble ; | 
Even at thy teat thou had'it thy tyranny, | 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike ; _ | 
Do thou intreat her, ſhew a woman pi 

Chi. What! would'ſt thou have me prove my ſelf a 
baſtard ? | Fi 

Lav. Tis true, the raven doth not hatch a lark: bi 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now !) 
The hon, mov "dwith pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 
Some ſay that ravens foſter folorn children, 

| The whill their own birds famiſh in their neſts : 
f. Ou be to me, tho? thy hard heart ſay no, 
7 Nothing ſo kind, but ſomething pitiful. 

Tam. I know not what it means; away with her. 
Lav. Oh let me teach thee for my father's fake, 

(That gave thee life, when well he might have ſlain tl ce, 
. Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 
„ Tam. Hadſt thou in perſon ne'er offended me, 
Even for his ſake am I now pitileſs : 
N Remember, boys, I pour'd fourth tears in vain, 
Do faveyour brother from the ſacrifice; 
. | But herce Audroricus would not relent : | 
Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will, 
The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. O Tamer, a, be call'd a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place ? ? 
7 For'tis not life that I have begp'd ſo long; 
Poor I was ſlain when Bahanν,ͤdy'd. 

Tam. What begg'it thou then ? fond woman, let me go. 

Law. Tis preſent death I beg, and one ching more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 
O keep me from their worſe-than- killing luſt, 

„And tumble me into ſome els IR pit, 

A, 2 
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Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam So ſhonld I rob my ſweet ſons of their fee, 
No; let them ſatisfy their luſt on thee, 

Dem. Away. For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 
Law. No grace? no woman-hood ? ah beaftly creature 

'The blot and enemy of our general name z 
4 Confuſion fall 
4 Chi. Nay, then Þ'Il ſtop your mouth -—— bring thou 
4 her huſband; [Dragging off Lavinia. 
> This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [ Exeunt. 

f Tam. Farewel, my ſons, ſee that you make her ſure. 

U 

W 
5 . 

Neerlet my Heart know merry cheer indeed, c 

. Till all th' Audronici be made away. : 
9 | Now will I hence to ſeek my lovely Mar, : 
i And let my {pleenful ſons this trull deflour. [ Ext. c 
Po Enter Aaron with Quintus a Marcus. 8 
4 Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before; = 1 
4 Strait will I bring you to the loathſom pit, 0 
1 Where I eſpied the panther faſt aſleep. J 

Juin. My fight is very dull, whate'er it bodes. iT 
4 Marc. And mine, I promife you ; wer't not for ſhame, \ 

1 Well could I leave our ſport to ſleep a while. 12 
| [Marcus falls into the pit. | 
5 Quin What, art thou fall'n? what ſubtle hole is this, 7 
- Whoſe mouth is cover'd with rude-grown briars, | © 
. Upon whoſe leaves are drops of new-ſhed blood, 11 
2 As freſh as morning dew diſtill'd on flowers: My 
. A very fatal place it ſeems to me: | 
3 Speak, brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? KT 
% Mar. O brother with the diſmalleſt object 4 
y That ever eye, with ſight, made heart lament, | 
9 Aar. Now will I fetch the king to find them here, | 
4 That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, 1 

How theſe were they that made away his brother. L At 
1 [ Exit Aaron. Sa 
3 Mar. Why doſt not comfort me, and help me out In. 
it, From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained hole ? 1 
. Quin. I am ſurprized with an uncouth fear; Br. 
1 A killing ſweat o'er-runs my trembling joints; "FO 
4 My Heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can ſee. + 
[2 Marc. To prove thou haſt a true divining heart, 5 % 
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TiTus ANDRONICUS, 
Aaron and thou look down into the den, I 

And fee a fearful ſight of blood and death. FF: 

Quin. Aaron is gone, and my compaſſionate heart "i 1 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 9 
The thing whereat 1t trembles by ſurmiſe : | 14 
O tell me how it is ! for ne'er till now 19 
Was Ja child, to fear I know not What. by 

Mar. Lord Baſianus lies embrewed here, 0 
All on a heap, like to a ſlaughter'd lamb, A 
In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 'F 

| 1 Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know 'tis he ? 10 
N $ | 

On. 

Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 

2r02 © 

| Say, who art thouthat lately didit deſcend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
© A precious ring that lightens all the hole: 
Which, like a taper in ſome monument, 1 
* Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthly cheeks, 1 
© And ſhews the ragged intrails of this pit. 
So pale did ſnine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother! helpme with thy fainting hand 
( If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath) 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytus milty mouth. | 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out; 
Or wanting firength to do thee fo much good, 
I may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſfanus grave. 
I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. And I no ſtrength to elimb without thy help. 
Juin. Thy hand once more I Will not loſe again, g 

Till thou art here aloft, or I below. | 
Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. [Falls in. 

Enter the Emperor and Aaron, 

. Sat. Along with me, Pll fee what hole is here, 
And what he is that now 1s leap'd into't. 

Mar. "Ui unhappy fon of old Andronicus, 

1% find thy brother Baſranus dead. 
Sat. My brother dead? I krow thou doſt but jeſt ; 

B 2 He 



28 Titus ANDRONICUS. 
He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north: ſide of this pleaſant chaſe ; 
"1'is not an hour ſince J left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas! _y have we found him dead. 

| Enter Tamora, Andronicus, aud Lucius. 
Jam. Where is my lord the King 3 : 
Sat. Here Tamora, though griev'd with killing grief, 
Tam. Where is thy brother 2 bi 
Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thou ſearch my wound; 

Poor Baſſiauus here lies murthered. 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, i} / 

The complot of this tuneleſs.tragedy 
And wonder greatly that man's face can ſold 
In pleaſing ſiniles tuch murderous tyranny, i. 

[She gives Saturninus a letter, 
Saturninus reads the latin. = 

And if ave miſs to meet him handjan ly 
Saneet huntſman, Baſſianus "tis wve men, 
Do thou jo much as dig the gras e for him, a | 4 

Thou knew'ſt our meaning : look jor thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder-tree 

Nic e Hades the mouth ef that ſame fit, V 
Il here awe decreed to bury Baſſianus, 

Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting friends. A 

. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like? 
This 18 the pit, and this the elder-tree : | 
Look, Sirs, it you can find the huntiman cut, oY * 
That ſhould have murther'd Baſfranus here. ; 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. | 
Sat. Iwo of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind, | 

ö | Have here bereft my brother of his life. [To Titus. 
12 Lirs, drag them from the pit into the priſon, | 
3 There let them bide until we have devis'd '# Cc 

Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them, | If 
Tam. What, are they in this pit? ch wondrous If 

thing! 4 

How eaſily murder is diſcovered ? Spe 
Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 4 F 

5 * this boon, with tears not lightly ſhed, 2 
. . | That 2 18 



TiTus ANDRONICUS, 29 
That this fell fault of my accurſed ſons, 
{Accurſed, if the faults be prov'd in tage 

Sat. It it be prov'd ? you ſee it is apparent. | 
Who found this letter, Tamorn, was it you ? . 

Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 79 
Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail. . 

For by my father's revcrend tomb I vow 
They ſhall be ready at your highneſs' will, 
To anſwer their ſuſpicion with their lives ' 

Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them: tee thou follow me: | 
Some bring the murder'd body, ſome the murtherers | 

Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain; pl 
For by my ſoul, were there worſe end than death, 1 
I hat end upon them ſhould be executed. ö 

. Tam. Androniciis, I Will in treat the King; 
Fear not thy ſous, they ſhall do weil enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, come, itay not to talk with them, 
[EZ Keul. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, her hand, 
| cut off, and ber tongue cut out, and ravif'd. 

Dem. So now go tell (and if thy tongue can ſpeak) 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and raviſh'd thee. 

Che. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo, 
And (if thy ſtumps will let tthee) play the {cribe. 

Dem. See how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcrowle. 
4 Chi. Go home, call tor {wect water, wafh thy hands. | 

Dem. She has no tongue to call, nor hands to waſh; | 
And fo let's leave her to her ſilent walks. 
Cbi. If 'twere my caſe, I ſhould go hang my ſelf. 
Dem. If thou had'ſt hands to help thee knit the cord. 

* E xeunt. 
us. « Enter Marcus ts Lavinia. 

Mar. Who's this, my niece, that flies away ſo faſt ? 
Couſin, a word, where is your huſband ? 

| If 1 do dream, would all my wealth would wake me; 
ous If I do wake, ſome planet ſtrike me down, | 

: That I may ſlumber in eternal fleep. 1 
| Speak, gentle niece, what ſtern ungentle hands "3 
0 Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made the body bare 5 
Ot her two "branches, thoſe ſV e t ornaments, | 7 
L Whoſe circling ſhadows Kings have ſought to ſieep in? 4 
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30 TITUS AN DRON Ius. 
And might not gain ſo great a happineſs. 

As half thy love ! why doſt not ſpeak to me ? 
* Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 
Like to a bubling fountain ſtirr'd with wind, 
« Doth riſe and fall between thy roſy lips, 
« Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But ſure ſome Jereus hath defloured thee, 
And leit thou ſhou'dſt detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame ! 
And notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood, 
(As for a conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts,) 
Yet do thy cheeks look red as 7:ter's face, 

. Bluſhing to be encountred with a cloud — 
Shall I ſpeak for thee ? ſhall I ſay, tis ſo? 
Oh that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beaft, 
That I might rail at him to eaſe my mind. 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven ſtopt, 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 
Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, 
And in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind. 
But lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 
A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal, 
And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off 
That could have better ſew'd than Phi/omel. 
Oh had the monſter ſeen thoſe lilly hands 
Iremble like aſpen leaves upon a Jute, 
And make the ſilken firings delight to kiſs them, 
He would not then have touch'd them for his lite. 
Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony, 
Which that ſweet tongue hath made ; 
He would have dropt his knife, and fell aſleep, 

As Ceberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind. 
For ſuch a ſight will blind a father's eye. 
One hour's ſtorm will drown the fagrant meads, 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : 

oo oo - Py — 

Oh could our mourning eaſe thy miſery ! [Exeunt. 3 
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TiTus ANDRONICUS. 31 

AU MN. 

Euter the Judges and Senators, <vith Marcus and Quintus 7 
bound, Paal ng on the flage to the place of execution, and : 
f i itus going "before, pleading, N. 

0 

E AR me, grave fathers, noble Tribunes, . ſtay, 1. 
For pity of mine age, whole youth was ſpent i 

In dangerous wars, wW nilſt you ſecurely ſlept : 

For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed, 
For ai! the froſty nights that 1 have watch 
And for theſe bitter tea rs, Which you now ſee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 
Whoſe ſouls are not corrupted, as tis thought. 
For two and twenty ſons I never wept, 
Becauſe they died in honour's lofty bed. 

[Andronicus Iieth down, and the judges paſs by him 
For theſe, theſe, tribunes, in the duſt I write 
My heart's deep languor, and my ſoul's ſad tears: 
Let my tears ſtanch the earth's dry appetite, 
My fon's {weet blood will make it ſhame and blufh : 
O earth! I will befriend thee more with rain, [Eæe. 
That ſhall diſtil from theſe two ancient ruins, 
That youthful April ſhall with all her ſhowers ; 
In ſummer's drought I'Il drop upon thee ſtill, 
In winter with warm tears I'll melt the ſnow, 

And keep eternal ſpring-time on thy face, 
So thou refuſe to drink my dear ſon's blood. 
Oh reverend tribunes! gentle aged men! 
Unbind my ſons, reverſe the doom of death,. 
And let me ſay (that never wept before) 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. Oh noble father! you lament in vain, 8 
The tribunes hear you not, no man 1s by, 9 
And you recount your forrows to a ſtone. 

Tit. Ah Lucius! for thy brothers let me plead —— — by 
Grave tribunes, once more I intreat of you — Ml 

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears. you ſpeat. 
R. 4. | 7: 



32 Titus ANDRONICUS. 
Tit. Why 'tis no matter, man; if they did hear, 

'Fhey w ould not mark me : or if they did mark, 
They would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones, 

| Who, tho' they cannot aniwer my diſtreſs, 
1 Yet in ſome ſort they're better than the Tribunes, 

ror that they will not intercept my tale ; 
When I do weep, they humbly at my fcet 
Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me; | 

And were they but attired in grave weeds, 12 
Rome couid afford no tribune like to theſe. * 

. A ſtone is as {oft wax, tribunes more hard than ones: 
A itone is ſilent, and offendeth not, 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death, 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn ? 1 

Luc. To reicue my two brothers from their death, 
For Which attempt, the Judges have pronounc'd 
My y everlaſting doom of baniſhment. 

Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderneſs of tygers ? 
Tygers muſt piey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mive; how happy art thou then, 
From theſe devourers to be baniſhed ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 
Jar. Titus, prepare t. BY noble eyes to Weep, 

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to break: 
I bring conſuming torrcw to thine age. 

7ir. Will it contume me? let me ice it then 
ar. This was thy daughter, 
Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 
Luc. Ah me, this object kills 
Tit. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe * 1 upon her; 

Speak, my Lavinia, what a accurſed hand 
Bath made thee handleſs in thy father's fight ? | 
What fool hath added water to the fea ? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam it, 
And now like Nilus it diſduineth bounds : 
Give me a fword, Vil chop off my hands too, 
For they have fouglit ſor Rome, and all in vain : 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life : 

iS 

„ 

* * 

* 

r 
=. 

7 7 

0 2 * 

r 

hong — — — —- . — 2 
* K I - 1 

bom. — 

— 

— N 
_ 

' 

| 4 
e 

* 

1 

hn.” 



TiTus ANDRONICUS, 
In bootleſs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs uſe, 
Now all the ſervice I require of them, 
Is that the one will help to cut the other : 
"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſervice are but vain, 

Duc. Speak, gentle ſiſter, who hath martyr'd thee ? 
Mar. O that delightful engine of her thoughts, 

That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where like a ſweet melodious bird it ſung 
Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear 

Luc. Oh ſay thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 
Mar. O thus I found her ſtraying in the park, 

Seeking to hide her ſelf, as doth the deer 
I hat hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring wound. 

Tio. It was my deer, and he that wounded her 
Hath hurt me more than had he kill me dead: 
For now I ſtand, as one upon a rock, 
«© Environ'd with a wilderneis of fea, 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
+ Expecting ever when {ome envious ſurge 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 
Ihis way to death my wretched ſons are gone: 
Here ſtands my other ſon, a baniſh'd man, 
And here my brother weeping at my woes. 
But that which gives my ſoul the greateſt purn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſoul -—— -— 
Had I but ſeen thy picture in this plight, 
It would have madded me. What ſhall I do, 
Now I behold my lively body fo ? 

I hou haſt no hands to wipe away thy tears, 
Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ; 
Ihy husband he is dead, and for his death 
4hy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 
Leok Marcus, ah fon Lucius look on her: 
Wien I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 
©:204 on her cheers, as doth the honey dew, 
Lp-una gather'd litly alnoſt wither'd. 

33 

lar. Perchance ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd her 
. husband. 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 
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34 Tirus AnDpRoONICus. 
Tit. If they did Kill thy husband, then be joyful, 

Becauſe the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed, 
Witneſs the ſorrow that their filter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kits thy lips, 
Or make ſome ſigns how I may do thee eaſe : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou and I fit round about ſome fountain, 

7 Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks, 
* How they are ſtain'd like meadows yet not dry 
'*t With miry ſlime left on them by a flood? 

ö And in the fountain ſhall we gaze fo long, 
Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine-pit with with our bitter tears ? 

| Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 
* Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ſhows 

Paſs the remainder of our hateful days: 
Vhat ſhall we do? let us that have our tongues 
ot ſome deviſe of further miſery, 

4 To make us wondred at in time to come. | 
Luc. Sweet father ceaſe your tears, for at your grief 

See how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 
Za, Patience, dear neice, good Titus dry thine eyes. 
Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, brother, well I wot 

Thy napkia cannot drink a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor-man, haft drown'd it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavina, I will wipe thy cheeks. 
1 Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark, I underitand her ſigns, 
fl Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeak, now would ſhe {ay 
3 That to her brother which I faid to thee. 
. His napkin with his true tears all bewet, | 
1 Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks, 

1 Oh what a ſympathy of woe 1s this ! 
5 As far from help as limbo is from bliſs. 
5 Enter Aaron. 
1 Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the Emperor 
A Sends thee this word, that if thou love thy tons, 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelf, old Tit, 
Or any one ef you chop off your hand, 
And ſend it to the King; he for the ſame | 
Will {end thce hither both thy ſons alive, * 
Aud that ſhall be the ranſom for their fault, 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS, J5 
Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle Auron! 

Did ever raven ſing ſo like a lark, 
That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's upriſe? 
With all my heart, III fend the Emperor my hand, 
Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of cine; 
That hath thrown down ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent; my hand will ſerve the turn. 
My youth can better ſpare my blood than you, 4 
And therefore mine ſhall fave my brothers lives, '# 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, | 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battel-ax, | 
Writing deſtruction on the enemies caltle ? 
Oh none of both but are of high deſert : 
My hand hath been but idle, let it ſerve 
To ranſome my tu nephews from their death, 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand ſhall go. 
Luc. By heav'n it hall not go. 
Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe: 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet father, if I ſtall be thought thy ſon, 

Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 
Mar. And for our father's fake, and mother's care, 

Now let me ſhow a brother's love to thee. 
Tit. Agree between you, I will ſpare my hand. 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an ax. 
Mar. But I will uſe the ax. [Exeurt, 
Tit. Come hither, Aaron, I'll deceive them both; 

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mige. 
Aar. If that be ca Pd deceit, I will be. hone, 

And never while I live deceive men fo. 
But L' deceive you in another ſort | 
And that you'll ſay ere half an hour paſs. Aide. 

[ He cuts of Titus's hand. 
Enter Lucius aud Marcus again. 

Tit. Now ſtay your ftrite ; what ſhall be, is diſpacht : 
Good Aaron, give his majeity my hand: 
Tell him, it is a hand that warded him N 
From thouſand dangers,. bid him bury it: 2 
Mare hath it merited; that let it have. Azz 



36 TiTus ANDRONICUS. 
As for my ſons, ſay, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an eaſie price, 
And yet dear to, becauſe I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andrenicus, and for thy hand 

Look by and by to have thy fons with thee : 
Their heads I mean. — Oh, how this villany LAade. 
Doth fat me with the very tkought of it. 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his ſoul black like his face. [ Exit, 

Tit. O hear !-—1 lift this one hand up to heav'n, 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth; 
If any power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me? 
Do then, dear heart, for heav'n ſhall hear our prayers, 
Or with our ſighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And ſtain the ſun with fogs, as ſometime clouds, 
When they do hug kim in their melting boſoms. 

Mar. Oh brother, ſpeak with poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe two cxtreams. 

77t. Is not my ſorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my paſſions bottomleſs with them. 

Mer. But yet let reaſon govern thy lament. 
77t. It there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 

Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big-{woln face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil! 
Jam the fea, hark how her ſighs do blow ; 
She is the weeping welkin, 1 the earth : 
Then muſt my fea be moved with her ſight, 25 
Then muſt my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them; 
Then give me leave, for loſers will have leave 
To cafe their Romachs with their bitter tongues, 

Eater a Meſſenger bringing in two heads ard a hand. 

NMeſ. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd 
For that good hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor; 
Here are the heads of thy two noble ſons, 



TiTus ANDRONICUS. 37 
And here's thy hand in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 
Thy grief 's their ſport, thy refolution mockt : 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. Exit, 

Mar. Now let hot Atna cool in Sicily, ; 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell! 
Theſe miſeries are more than may be born! 
To weep with them that weep doth caſe ſome deal, 
But forrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc. Ah that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not ſarink thereat; 

That ever death ſhould let life bear his name, 

Where life hath no more intereſt but to breathe. 
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfortleſs, 

As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. 
Tit. When will this fearful lumber have an end ? 
Mar. Now farewel flattery, die 4:dronicus, 

Thou doſt not ſlumber, ſee thy two ſons heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy man gled daughter here; ; 

Thy other baniſh'd ſon with this dear ſight 
Struck pale and bloodleſs, and thy brother I, 
Even like a ſtony image, cold and nuinb. 
Ah now no more will I controul my grieis, 
Rend off thy ſilver hair, thy other hand 

_ Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmal fight 
Ine cloting up of our moſt wretched eyes; 
Now is a time to ſtorm ; why art thou ſtill? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha. 
Mar. Why doſt chou laugh ? it fits not with this 

hour. 
Tit. Why I have not another tear to ſhed ; 

Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 
i And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, 
| And make them blind with tributary tears; 

Then which way fhall I find revenge's cave? 
For the'e two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, 
And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 
Jill ali there miſchiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come let me {ce what taſk I have to do —- 

| You heavy people circle me about, 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And 
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And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made, come, brother, take a head, 
And in this hand the other will I bear ; 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ'd in thete things; 
Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth; 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my tight, 
Thou art an exile, and thou muſt not flay. 
Hie to the Goths, and raiſe an Army there, 
And if you love me, as 1 think you do, 
Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. [ Exzt: 

Manet Lucius. | 
Luc. Farewel 4rdfonicus, my noble father, 

The woful'ſt man that ever liv'd in Nome; 
Farewel, proud Rome; till Lucius come again, 

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life ; 
Farewel Lavinia, my noble lifter, 
O would thou wert as thou tofore haſt been, 
But now not Lucius nor Lawinia lives, 
But in oblivion and hatetul griefs ; 
If Lucius live, he will requite your- wrongs, 
And make proud Satarninus and his Empreſs 
Beg at the gates like Tarquin and his Queen. 
Now will 1 to the Gh and raiſe a power, 
To be reveng'd on Rowe and Saturnine. [ Exit Lucius, 

Futer Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 
Tit. So, ſo, now ſit, and look you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us, 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ? 
Thy neice and J, poor creatures, want eur hands, 
And cannot paſſionate our ten-fo!d grief 
With folded Arms. This poor right hand of mins. 
Is left to ty ranniae upon my breaſt, l | 
And when my heart, all mad with miſery, | 
Beats in this hollow priion of my fleſh, 
Then thus I thump it down. . | 
Thou map of wo, that thus doſt talk in ſigns, | 
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thou canſt nat ſtrike it thus to make it Kill ; 

Would. 
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Wound it with * ſighing, girl, Kill it with groans ; 
Or get ſome little knife between thy teech, 
And juſt againſt thy heart make thou a hole, 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall 
May run into the ſink, and ſoaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in ſea-ſalt tears. 

Mar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tir. How now ! has ſorrow made thee doat already? 
Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but I ? 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life? 
Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands, 
To bid /Zreas tel! the tale twice o'er. 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable ? 
O handle not the theam, no talk of hands, 
Leſt we remember ſtill that we have none. 
Fie, ſie, how frantickly I ſquare my talk, 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 
it Marcus did not name the word of hanus ? 
Come, let's fall to, and gentle girl eat this. 
Here is no drink; hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays, 
can interpret all her marrtyr'd ſigns, 
She {ay's, ſhe drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her forrows meſh'd upon her cheeks. 
Speechleſs complaint — O I will learn thy thought. 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers. 
Thou ſhalt not ſigh, nor hold thy ſtumps to heav'n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor knee], nor make a ſign, 
But I, of theſe, will wreſt an alphabet, 
And by ſtill practice learn to know thy meaning. 
Boy. Good grandſire leave theſe bitter deep laments, 

Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 
Mar. Alas the tender boy, in paſſion mov'd, 

Doth weep to ſee his grand{ire s hea vineſs. 
Tit. Peace tender ſapling, thou art made of tears, 

And tears will quickly melt thy liſe away. 
[Marcus frites the df with a knife... * 

What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy knife? 14 
Mar. At that that I have kilt g. my lord, a fly. 

os finging. y 
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Tit. Out on thee, murderer ; thou kill'ſt my heart, 

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not 7:tus brother; get thee gone, 
I fee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alus, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 
Tit. But? how gif that fly had a father and mo- 

ther ? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the air? 
Poor harmleſs fly, 

« That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 
And thou haſt kil'd him. 

Mar. Pardon me Sir, it was a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the Empreſs Moor, therefore I kill'd him. 

N. O. O, O. 
Then pardon me ſor reprehending thee, 
For thou haſt done a charitable deed; 
Give me thy knife, I will inſult on him, 
Flattering my 1elf, as if it were the Moor 
Come hither purpolely to poiſon me. 
There's for thy ſelf, and that's for Tamora : 
Yet ſtill I think we are not brought ſo low, 
But that between us we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneſs of a cole-black oor. 

Mar. Alas poor man, grief has fo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me, 
I'll to thy cloſet, and go read with thee 
Sad fories, chanced in the times of old. 
Come, boy, and go with me, thy fight is young, 
And thou ſhalt read when mine begins to dazzle, 

Amd 

„ * 

1 
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S 

Z 2 voung Lucius and Lavinia running after him, and the 1 
Boy flies om her, with his books under bs arm. Euter 

Titus, and Marcus. 

BO xv. 4 

H E. LP, grandſire, help; my aunt Lawis'/n } 
Folio me every where, I know not Why. | 

Good uncle Marcuse, fee how ſwift ſhe comes: 
Alas, ſweet aunt, I know not wliaat you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy aunt, 

Tit. 12 loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, ſhe did. 
Mar. Wine means my neice Lavinia by theie ſigus? 
Tir. Fear thou not, Lucius, ſomewhat doth the mean; 

See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee : 
Some whither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia _ with more care 
Read to her ſons, t than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet t poetry, and 7h or atory : | 
Cau'ſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 

boy. My i tord, [ iznow not I, nor can 1 guels, 
Unleis ſome ft or frenzy do poſſeſs her: 
For I have heard my grandſire ſay full oft, 
Extiremity of griet would make men mad. 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through Ga - that made me to fear ; 
Aithough, my lord, I know my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth, 
Which made me down to throw my books, and flie, 
Cauſelels perhaps; but pardon me, ſweet aunt, 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus £0, 
I will moſt wii! ingly attend your ladyſhip. 

Har. Lucius, 1 Will ; 

Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 
Some book there is that ſhe deſires to fee. 3 
Which is it, girl, of theie ? open them, boy. - B 

ut 
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But thou art deeper read, and better $kill'd : 
Come and make choice of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heav'ns 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed - 
What book ? 
Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus ? 

Mar. I think ſhe means that there was more than one 
Confederate in the fact. Ay, more there was: 
Or elſe to heav'n ſhe heaves them, for revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what book is that ſhe toſſes ſo? 
Foy. Grandſire, tis Ovia's Metamorphe/es, 

My mother gave it me. 
Mar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 
777. Soft! ſee how buſily ſhe turus the leaves 

Help her: what would ſhe find? Lawinia, ſhall I read? 
This is the tragick tale of Philamel, 
And treats of Tereus treaſon and his rape 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, ſee, note how ſhe quotes the leaves, 
Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet girl, 

Raviſh'd and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthleis, vaſt, and gloomy woods? 
See, ice? 
Ay, ſuch a place there is, whexe we did hunt, 
(O had we never never hunted there) 
Pattern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, 
By nature made for murders and for rapes. 
Mar. O why ſhould nature build fo foul a den, 
Unleſs the Gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give ſigns, ſweet girl, for here are none but 
friends, 

What Roman lord it was durſt do the decd ; 
Or ſlunk not Saturnine as Targuin erſt, 
That left the camp to ſin in Lucrece bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, ſweet neice ; brother, fit down by me, 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 
My lord, look here ; look here Lavinia. 

[ He awrites his name with his ſtaff, and guides it 
ewith his feet and mouth, 

This ſandy plot is plain; guide, if thou can'ſt, 
This 
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This after me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curſt be that heart that forc'd us to this ſhift! 
Write thou, good neice, and here diſplay at leaſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for revenge ; 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy ſorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth. 

[She takes the ſtaſt in her mouth, and guides it | 
ewith her ſtumps, and writes. 4 

Tit. Oh do you read, my lord, what ſhe hath writ ? 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. _ 

Mar. What, what! — the luſtful ſons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera]! tam lentus wides J 

Mar. Oh calm thee, gentle lord; although I know 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To ſtir a mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel, 
And kneel ſweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope, 
And {wear with me, as with the woeful peer 
And father of that chaſte diſhonoured dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus ware for Lacrece rape, 
That we will proſecute (by good advice) 
Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Goths 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. Tis ſure enough, if you knew how. 
But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware, 
The dam will wake, and if ſhe wind you once, 
She's with the lion deeply till in league; 
And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her back, 
And when he fleeps will ſhe do what fhe liſt 
You're a young huntſman, Marcus, let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of braſs, _ 
And with a gad of ſteel will write theſe words, 
And lay it by ; the angry northern-wind by 
Will blow theſe ſands like $y4:/s leaves abroad, 2 
And where's your leſſon then? boy, what ſay you! 

Boy. I fay, my lord, that it I were a man, [ 
Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, | 

: 

o For cheſe bad bond-men to the yoak of Rome. 5 

Mar. 
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Mar Av, that's my boy, thy father hath full oft, 

For this ungrateful country, done the like. 
Boy. And, uncle, fo will I, and if I live. 
Tit. Come, go with me into my armory. 

Lucius I' fit thee, and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Empreſs ſons 
Preſents that I intend to ſend them both, 
Come, come, thou'it do my meſſa ge, wilt thou not? 

Fey. Ay, with my dagger in their boſoem, grandine. 
Tit. No, boy, not ic, II teach thee another courſe. 

Lavinia, come; Marcus, look to my houſce; 
Lucius and II go brave it at the court, 
Ay, marry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on 

[/ xeunt, 

Mar. O heav'ns, can ycu hear a good man groan 
And not reient, er not compaſſion him? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecſtaſie. 
That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart 
I han foe-mens marks upon his batter'd ſhield, 
But yet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge. 
Revenge the heav'ns for old Andronicus. [Ext. 
Fater Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one dior: and at 

another doom young Lucius and another, with à tundle of 
coca pous aid verſes write upon them. 
Chi. Demetrius, here's the fon of Lucius, 

He tath ſome meſſage to deliver us. 
Aur. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his mad grand- 

father. 
Toy. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, 

I greet your konours from Andronicus 
And pray the Roman Gods confound you beth. 

Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what's the news ? 
Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the news) 

For villians mark'd with rape. May it pleaſe you, 
My grandfire well advis'd hath ſent by me 
The goodlieſt weapons of his armory, 
To gratifie your honourable youth, J 
The hope of Rome ; for fo he bad me fay : 
And ſo I do, and with his gitts preſent 
Your lordſhips, that whenever you have nced, 
You may be armed and appointed well. i 
And fo I leave you both, like bloody villains. [ Ext. | 

Dam. 
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Dem. What's here, a ſcrole, and written round about? x 

Let's ſee. lis 
Integer vitæ ſeeleriſque purus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. fl 

1 K a Q 5 i 
Chi. O' tis a verſe in Horace, I know it well: 1. 

] read it in the Grammar long ago. At 
Aar. Ay juſt, a verſe in Horace — right, you have it bl 

Now what a thing it 1s to be an aſs? NM 
Here's no ſound jet, th' old man hath found their guilt, 
Ard ſends the weapons wrap'd about with lines, 
That wound, Leyond their feeling, to the quick : 
But were our witty Empreſs well a- foot, 
She would applaud Ardronicas conceit: 
zut let her reſt in her unreſt a While. 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Led us to Rome ſtrangers, and more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 
It did me good before the palace-gate 
To brave the Tribune in his brother's hearing 

Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a lord 
Baſely infinuate, and fend us gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reaſon, lord Demetrius? 
Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly? 

Dem. I would we had a thouſand Roman dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt. 

Chi. Archaritable with, and fail of love. 
Aan. Here lacks but your mother to fay Amen. 
Cz. And that would fhe tor twenty thouſar4 more. 
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods 

For our beloved mother in her pains, 
Aar. Pray to the devils, the Gods have given us over. 

[ Flourifp, 

Dem. Why do the Emp'ror's trempets flouriſh thus? 
Chi. Belike for joy th' Emp'ror lath a fon. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here? 

Enter Nurſe with a Black-a-moor chill. 
Nur. Good-morrow, lords: 8 \ 

O tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor ? 
Aar. Well, more or leſs, or ne'er a whit at all, 

Flere Aaron is, and what with Aaron now? 43 
Nar/. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone. * 

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore. | 
Aar, Why what a caterwailling doſt thou keep ? 9 

What 4 
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What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine arms? 

Nur. O that which 1 would hide from heaven's eye 
Our Empreſs ſhame, and ſtately Rome's diſgrace. 
She is deliver'd, lords, ſhe is deliver'd. 

Aar. To whom? 
Nur. I mean, ſhe is brought to bed. 
Aar. Well, God give her good reſt. 

What hath he ſent her ? 
Nur. A devil. 

| Aar. Why then ſhe is the devil's dam: a joyful iſſue. 
i Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black, and ſorrowtul iſſue. 

Here is the babe, as loathſome as a toad \ _—_y 
Amongſt the faireit breeders of your clime. 
The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar. Out you whore, is black ſo baſe a hue? - 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beauteous bloſſom ſure. 

Dem. Villian, what haſt thou done ? 
Har. That which thou canſt not undo. 
Chi. Thou haſt undone our mother. 
Dem. And therein, helliſn dog, thou haſt undone 

Wo to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice, 
Ac-urs'd the off-ipring of ſo foul a fiend. 

Chi. It ſhall not hve. 
Aar. It ſhall not die. 
Nur. Aaron it muſt, the mother wills it ſo. 
Aar. What, muſt it, nurſe ? then let no man but I 

Do execution on my flcth and blood. 
Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point; 

Nurſe, give it me, my ſword ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 
Aar. Sooner this {word ſhall plough thy bowels up. 

Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brotker ? 
Now by the burning tapers of the sky, | 

| That ſhone io brightly when this boy was got, -| 
| He dies upon my cymitar's ſharp point, 

That touches this my firſt-born ſon and heir. 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus 
With all his threatning band of Typhor's brood, 
Nor greit Alcides nor the God of war, 
Shall ſcize this prey out of his father's hands; 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearted boys, 
Ye white lime'd walls, ye alehouſe painted ſigns, 

F 

* 
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Coal. black is better than another hue, 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue: 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn the ſwan's black legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hSurly in the flood. 
Tell the Empreſs from me, Iam of age 
To keep mine own, excuſe it how ſhe can. 
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtreſs thus? 
Aar. My miſtreſs is my miſtreſs; this, my ſelf ; 

The vigour and the picture of my youth; 
This, before all the world do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep ſafe, 
Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpite her for this foul eſcape. 
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death, 
Chi. I bluſh to think upon this ignominy. 
Aar. Why there's the privilege your beauty bears: 

Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with bluſhing 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart: 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer, 
Look how the black ſlave ſmiles upon the father; 
As who ſhould ay, old lad I am thine own. 
Her 1s your brother, lords ; ſenſibly fed 
Of that ſelf- blood that firſt gave life to you, 
And from that womb where you impriſon'd were, 
He is infranchiſed and come te light: 
Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer fide, 
Although my ſeal be ſtamped in his f:ce. 

Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſs ? 
Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 

And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice : 
Save thou the child, ſo we may be all ſafe. 

Aar. Then ſit we down, and let us all conſult. 
My ſon and I will have the wind of you: 
Keep there : now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety, 

They fit on the ground. 
Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why fo, brave lords, when we all join in league, 

Jam a lamb ; but if you brave the Mor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioneſs, 
The ocean ſwells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms: | 
But ſay again, how many ſaw the child ? Nur. 

2 — 5 — 
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Nur. Cornelia, the midwife, and my ſelf, 

And no one elſe, but the deliver'd Empres. 
Aar. The Empreſs, the midwife, and your ſelf —— 

Two may keep counſel, when the third's away: 
Go to the Empretk, tell her, this I faid [ He kills her. 
Week, week; ſo cries a pig prepar'd to th' ſpit. | 

Dem. What mean'ſt thou, Aaron? wheretore didſt thou 
this? 

Aar. O lord, Sir, 'tis a deed of policy: 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours ? 
A long-tongu'd babling goſſip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent : 

Q a. * 

* 
. 

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my country-man, 7 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, / 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: . 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, T 
And tell them both the cicumſtance of all, 1 
And how by this their child fhall be advanc'd, 2 1 
And be received for the Emp'ror's heir, 8 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, Hf 
To calm this tempeſt whirling in the court; V 
And let the Emperor dandle him for his own C 
Hark ye, lords, ye ſee I have given her phyſick, .G 
And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral; A 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : * 
This done, ſee that you take no longer days, A 
But ſend the midwite preſently to me. 
Ihe midwife and the nurſe well made away, 5 TD 
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 

Chi. Aaron, I ſee thou wilt not truſt the air with ſecrets, By 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, Ar 

Her ſelf and hers are highly bound to thee. [ Execunt, 7 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as ſwallow flies, | 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms, Joi 
And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs” friends. | Ta 
Come cn, you thick-lip'd ſlave, I bear you hence, | An 
For it 1s you that puts us to our ſhifts : 3 
Fl! make you feed on berries, and on roots, WI 
And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the gcat, FIR. 
And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 4 | 
Jo be a warrier, and command a camp. Exit. fr. 

Euter 
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Enter Titus, old Marcus, young Lucins, and other Gen- 

tlemen with bows, and Titus bears the arrows with 
letters on the end of them. F 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come kinſmen, this is the way. 1 

Sir boy, now let me ſee your archery. il 
Look ye, draw home enough, and 'tis there ſtraight ; 
Terras Aſtrea reliquit be you remember'd, Marcus 
She's gone, ſhe's fled Sirs, take you to your tools, ö 
You, couſins, ſhall go ſound the ocean, | 
And caſt your nets, haply you may find her in the ſea, g 
Vet there's as little juſtice as at land 
No Publius and Sempronius; you muſt do it, 
"Tis you muſt dig with mattock and with ſpade, 
And pierce the inmoſt center of the earth: 
Then when you come to Pluto's region, 
I pray you deliver this petition, 
Tell him it is for juſtice, and for aid; 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah Rome 1-— Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the people's ſuffrages 
On him, that thus doth tyrannize o'er me, 
Go get you gone, and pray be careful all, 
And leave you not a manof war unſearch'd, 
This wicked emperor may have ſhip'd her hence, 
And kinſmen, then we may go pipe for juſtice. 

Mar. Oh Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 
To ſee thy noble Uncle thus diſtract ? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night tattend him carefully: 

And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinſmen, his ſorrows are paſt remedy. ; 
Join with the Gols, and with revengeful war 

Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my maſters, 

| What, have you met with her? | 
Pub. No, my good lord, but Pluto ſends you word, 

If you will have revenge from hell, you ſhall : 
Marry for juſtice ſhe is ſo employ'd, 
He thinks with Jove in 8 18 or ſome where elſe; 

w 
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So that perforce you muſt needs ſtay a time, 

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
I'Il dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by th' heels. 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we, 
No big bon'd men, fram'd of th* Cyclops ſize, 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to th' very back, 
Yet wrung with wrongs more than our backs can bear, 
And ſith there's no juſtice in earth nor hell, : 
We will ſollicit heav'n, and move the Gods, 
To ſend down juſtice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come to this gear, you're a good archer, Marcus. 

: He gives them the arrows, 
Ad Jovem, that's for you here ad Apollinem 
Ad Martem, that's for my ſelf; 
Here-boy, to Pallas here to Mercury . 
To Saturn and to Cælus not to Satulrninte —ommmmmmnmass 
Youwere as good to ſhoot agninſt the wind. 
Jo it, boy, Marcus, looſe when I bid: 
Of my word I have written to effect, 
There's not a God leſt unſollicited. 

Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court, 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. [ They ſhoot. 

Tit. Now, maſters, draw; oh well ſaid, Lucius: 
Good boy in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done? 
See, ſee, thou'ſt ſhot off one of Taurus horns. 

Mar. This was the ſport, my lord, when Pub/izs 
ſhot, 

The bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch a knock, 
"That down fell both the ram's horns in the court, 
And who ſhould find them but the empreſs? villain : 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor he ſhould not chuſe 
But give them to his maſter for a preſent. 

Tit. Why there it goes. God give your lordſhip joy. 
Enter à clown with a baſket and two pigeons. 

News, news from heav'n; Marcus, the poſt is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters? 
Shall I have juſtice, what ſays, Jupiter! 

Claw. Who ? the gibbet-maker ? he fays that he bach 
_ | taken 
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taken them down again, for the man muit not be hang'd 
till the next week. 

Tit. Tut, what ſays Jupiter, I aſk thee ? 
Chw. Alas, Sir, I know not T upiter, 

I never drank withhim in all my life, 
Tit. Why villain, art not thou the carrier ? 
Cleo. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir, nothing elſe. 
Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heav'n ? 
Chw. From heav'n? alas! Sir, I never came 

God forbid 1 ſhould be ſo bold to preis into heav'n in 
my young days. Why I am going with my pigeons 
to the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl 
betwixt my uncle and one of the empe:1al's men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve 
for your eration, and let him deliver the pigeons to the 
ernperor from you. 

Tit. rell me, can you deliver an oration to the em- 
peror with a grace ? 
Ch, Nay, truly Sir, I could never ſay grace in all 

my life. 
Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, 

But give your pigeons .to the emperor. 
By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 

fold, hold — mean while here's money tor thy charges, 
Give me a pen and ink. 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a ſupplication ? 

Clixw. Ay, Sir. 
Tit. Then here is a ſupplication for you: and when 

vou come to him, at the firit approach you muſt 
knee!, then kiſs his foot, then deliver up your pige- 
cns, and then look for your reward, TÞ'll be at hand, 
Sir, ſee you do it bravely. 

Clow. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 
+» Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a knife? come, let me ice it. 
Here, .Marcas, Told it in the oration, 
For thou haſt made it like an humble ſupplant, 
And when has haſt given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me What he fays. 

Cow. God be with you, Sir, I will. 
27. Come, Marcus, let us go, Publius, follo ma. 

[ £.xcurt. 
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Enter Emperor and Emprefi, and her two fons 3 the Em- 

peror brings the arrows in his hand that Titus Spot. 
Sat. Why lords, what wrongs are theſe ? was ever {cen 

An Emperor of Rome thus over-born, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for th' extent 
Of equal juſtice, us'd in luch contempt ? 
My lords, you knew, as do the mightful Gods, 
(However the diſturbers of our peace, 
Buz in the peoples ears) there nought hath paſt, 
But even with law againſt the wilful ſons 
Of old Andronicuss And what and if 
His ſorrows have ſo over-whelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus aflited in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenſie, and his bitterneſs ? 
And now he writes to heav'n for his redreſs, 
See, here's to Fove, and this to Mercury, 
This to hallo, this to the God of w. ir: 
Sweet ſcrouls to fly about the ſtreets of Roe ; 
What's this but libelling againſl the ſenate, 
And blazoning our injuſtice ev'ry where ? 
A goodly humour, 12 it not my lords? F 

As who would ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. 
But if I live, his feigned ecſtaſies 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 
But he and his ſhall know, that juſtice lives 
In Saturninus health, whom, if ſhe ſleep, 
He'll ſo awake, as the in fury ſhall 
Cut off the proud ſt conſpirator that lives. 

Tam. Niy gracious lord, my lovely Saturmtur 
Lord of my life, commander of my thought, 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age, 
Thi affects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 
Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarrd his heart; 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 
Than proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt, 
For theſe contempts —— Why thus it ſhall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloſe withal : 
But Titus T have touch'd thee to the quick, 
Thy life-blood on't: if Haren now be wile, 
Then is all ſafe, cke anchor's in the port, [ Afide. 

- 
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Enter Ch 

How now, good fellow, would'it has f ſpeak with us? 
Ch. Yea forſooth, an your Miſterſhip be emperial. 
Tam. Empreſs I am, yrs! Groen ſits the Emperor. 
Chw. Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you good- 

e'en, 
J brought you a letter and a couple ef pigeons here. 

{ He reads the letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently, 
Ch. How much money mult J nave? 
Tam, Come, ſirah, thou mult be hang'd. 
Cz. Hang'd! by'r lady, then b have brought up a 

neck to a fair end. [ Exit, 
Set. Deſpigactul and intolerable wrongs, 

Shall J endure this monſirous viliany f 
I know from waence this ſame device proceeds: 
May this be born? as it his traiterous {ons 
That dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? 
Go, drag the villain Ber by the hair, 
Nor age "nor honour ſhall f ape privilege, 
For this proud mock Fll be thy ſlanghter-man; 
Sly frantick wretch, that ho!p't to make me great, 
In hope thy ſelf ſhould govern Remy and me. 

Enter Nuntius Emilius. 
Sat. What news with thee, /Zmilius ? 
AEmil. Arm, my lords; Rome never had more caule; 

The Goths have gather'd head, and with a power 
Of hig! ;-reſolved_ men, bent- to the ſpoil, 
They "hither march amain, under the conduct 
Of Lucius, ſon to old Andronices : 
Who threats in courſe of his revenge to do 
As much as ever Coriolauus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths ? 
Theſe tidings nip me, and I hang the head 
As flowers with froſt, or graſs beat down with ſterms. 
Ay, now begin our ſorrows to approach, 
'T'is he the common people love fo much, 
My felf hath often heard them ſay, 
(When I have walked like a private man) 
That Lucius baniſhment was wrongtully, 
And they have wiſh'd that Lucius were their Emperor. 

C2 Jam. 
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Tam. Why ſhould you fear? is not our city ſtrong? 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. 
Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name, 

Is the ſun dim'd, that gnats do fly in it ? 
The Eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 
And is not careful what they mean thereby, 
Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 
He can at pleaſure lint their melody; 
E'en ſo may'it thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy ſpirit, for know, thou Emperor, 
I will enchant the old 4ndronicus, 
With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous 
Than baits to fiſh, or honey-itatks to ſheep, 
When as the one is wounded with the bait, 
The other rotted with delicious food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his ſon for us. 
Tam. If Tamore intreat him, then he will: 

For I can {mooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promiſes, that were his heart 
Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, 
Yet ſhould both car and heart obey my tongue. 
Go thou before as our embaſizdor, [To ZEmilige. 
Say, that the Emperor requeits a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Set. A milivs, do this meiſige honourably ; 
And if he ſtand on heſtage for his ſafety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. | 
A mil. Your bidding ſhall I do effectually. [ Exit, 
Tam. Now will I to that old Audronicus, 

And temper him with all the art I have, 
o pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Geths, 
And now, ſweet Emperer, be blith again, 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. 
Sat. Then go ſucceſsfully and plcad to him. | 

| | E. xit. 
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. 
ner Lucius with G with drum and folders, Enter Lucius with Goths, with d { foldiers 

* 

Luc1wv's. 

Pproved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 

Which ſignify what nate they bear their Emp'ror 5 
And how defrous of cur ſight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be as your titles witneis, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him :nake treble ſatis faction. 

Goth. Brave ſlip, ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
(W loie name was once our terror, now our comftort,) 
Whoſe high exploits and honourable deeds 
Ingrateful Rome requites with toul contempt, 
Be "bo! d in us, we'll follow where thou lead'it : 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's day, 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd ſelds, 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora. 

Ouun. And as he faith, ſo ſay we all with him. 
Luc. I humbly thank you, and I thank you all. 

But who comes here led by a luſty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth leadiag Aaron with his child in his arms. 

Goth. Ronowned Lucius, from our troops I ftraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaitry, 
And as J earneftly did fix mine eye 
Upon the waited building, fuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall; 
I mace unto the noiſe, when ſoon Ilie ard 
The crying babe controuPd with this diicourſe: 
Peace, tawny ſlave, half me and halt thy dam, 
Did not thy .hue bewray whole brat thou art? 
Had nature lent thee 15 thy mother's look ? | 
Villain, thou might'k have been an Emperor: £ 
But where the bull and cow are both millz-White, i 
They never do beget a cole-black calf ; 
Peace, villain, peace, (even thus he rates the. babe) . 
bY or 1 muſt bear thee to a truſty Goth, 4 

8a Who i 
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Who when he knows thou art the Empreſs babe, 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's ſake. 
With this my weapon drawn, I ruſh'd upon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To uſe as you think needful of the man. 
Luc. O worthy Goth, this is th' incarnate devil 
That robb'd Ardronicus of his good hand; 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your Empreſs eye, 
And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt, 
Say, wall-ey'd Slave, whither would'|t thou convey 
This growing image of thy fend-like face ? a to 
Why dott not ſpeak ? what deaf? no! not a word? 
A halter! ſoldiers, hang him on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baſlard . 

Har. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good. 

Firſt hang the child, that he may fee it ſprawl, 
A ſight to vex the father's ſoul Withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

Aar. Iacius, ſave the child, 
And bear it from me to the Empereſs ; 
If thou do this, I'il fhew thee wondrous things 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 
If thou wilt not, befai what may befal, 
Til fpeak no more; but vengeance rot you all. 

Luc, Say on, and if it picaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Thy chi 1d hall 1 ve, and I will fee it nourith'd. 

Aer. And if it pleaſe thee ? why aſſure thee, Lucius, 
Twill vex thy foul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak 
Forl mult talk of murthers, rapes and maſſacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mitchief, treaſon, villainies, | 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſly perform'd: | - oj 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Unleſs thou {wear to me my child ſhall live. 

Luc. Lell on thy mind, I fay thy child ſhall live.” 
Aar. Swear that he ſhall, and then I will begin. 

Luc. Who ſhould I ſwear by? thou believ'ſt no God, 
That 4 * how can'ſt thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What if J do not? as indeed I do not, 
Yet-for I know thou art religious, 
And haſt a thing within thee called conſcience, 
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With twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies : 
Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve : 
Therefore I urge thy oath, for that I know 
An idiot holds his bauble for a God, 
And keeps the oath, which by that God he ſwears, 
To that I'll urge him; - therefore thou ſhalt vow 
By that ſame God, what God ſoeꝰer it be 
That thou ador'ſt and haſt in reverence, 
To fave my boy, nouriſh and bring him up, 
Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my God I ſwear to thee, I will. 
Aar. Firſt know thou, I begot him on the Emprefs, 
Luc. O moſt infatiate luxurious woman! 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, 

To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. 
"Twas her two ſons that murder'd Baſtanus, 
They cut thy ſiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 

And cut her hands, and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt, 
Luc. Oh deteſtable villam ! call'ſt thou that trimming ? 
Har. Why ſhewas waſh'd, and cut, and trimm'd; 

And 'was trim ſport for them that had the doing oft, 
Luc. Oh barb'rous beaſtly villains like thy ſelf 
Har. Indeed, I was their tutor to inſtruct them: 

That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 
As ſure a card as ever Won the ſet; 
That bloody mind I think they learn'd of me, 
As true a dog as ever fought at head; 
Well, let my deeds be witneſs of my worth. 
I crain'd thy brethren to that guilefal hole, 
Where the dead corps of Baſſianus lay: 
I wrote the letter that thy father found, 
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd, 

» Confed'rate with the Queen and her two ſons. 
And what not done that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchief in't? 
J plaid the cheater tor thy father's hand, 
And when I had it, drew my ſelf apart, - 4 
And almoſt broke my heart with extream laughter, 5 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, | | 
When for his hand he had his two ſens heads, 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily 
That both mine cyes * like to his: | | 
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And when I told the Empreſs of this ſport, 
She {wooned almolt at my pleaſing tale, 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kiſfes. 

Goth, What, can'ſt thou ſay all this, and never bluſh ? 
Har. Ay, like a black dog, as the ſaying is. 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry tor theſe hainous deeds ? 
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 

E'en now I. curſe the day (and yet I think 
Few come within the compaſs of my curſe) 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death, 
Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it, 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and foriwear my elf, 
Set deadly enmity between two friends, 
Make poor mens cattle break their necks, 
Set fire on barns, and hay-itacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And ſet them upright at their dear friend's doors, 
E'en when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot, 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your ſorrow die, though 1 am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a fly; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. 

Luc. Bring down the devil, for. he muſt not die 
So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently. 

Aar. If there be dey ils, would J were a devil, 
To live and burn in everlafling fire 
So I might have yuur company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue. 

Luc. Sirs, ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 
Enter Aimilis, 

Goth, My lord, tliere is a meſſenger ſrom Rome 
Deſires to be admiited to your preſence. 

Luc Let him come near. — 
Welcome, AÆmilus, what's the news from Rome ? 

Anil. Lord Lucius, and you priucg of the Gothe, 
The Roman Emperor greets you @ii me; 

And, 



Trrus AnDRONICUs 59 
R * 

And, for he underſtands you are in arms, i 
He. craves a parley at your father's houſe, ſ 
Willing you to demand your hoſtages, | 
And they ſhall be immediately deliver'd. | 

Goth. What ſays our General? | 
Luc. Aimilius, let the Emperor give his pledges | 

Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, | 
And we will come: march away. [ Exeunt, 

—— — 

Enter Tamora, Chiron ad Demetrius, &i/autis'd. 

Tam. Thus in theſe ſtrange and fad habiliments 
I will encounter with Ardronicus, 
And ſay, I am Revenge ſent from below, 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs : 
Knock at the ſtudy, where they ſay he keeps, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge; 
Tell him revenge is come to join with him, 
And work confuſion on his enemies. 

[They knock, and Titus appears above. 
Tit. Who doth moleſt my contemplation ? 

Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 
That ſo my ſad decrees may fly away, 
And all my ſtudy be to no eftect ? 
You are deceiv'd, for what I mean to do, 
See here bloody in lines I have ſet down; 
And what is written, ſhall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No nota word: how can I grace my talk, 

Wanting a hand to give it that accord: 
Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Jam. If thou did'ſt know me, thou wouldit talk with me. 
5 Tir. 1 am not mad, I know thee well enough ; |. 

Witneſs this wretched ſtump, * 
W itneſs the crimſon lines, 
Witneſs theſe trenches, made by grief and care, 
Witneſs the tyring day and heavy night; 
Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſs, mighty Tamora ; 
Is not thy coming for my other hand? 

d, Targon 
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Tam, Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora ; 

She is thy enemy, and 1 thy friend; 
I am revenge, ſent from th* infernal kingdom, 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light; | 
Confer with me of murder and of death ; 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking place, : 
No vaſt obſcurity or mitty vale, 
Where bloody murther or deteſted rape 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out, 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou revenge? and art thou {ent to me, 
To bea torment to mine enemies ? 

Tam. T am ; therefore come down and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me ſome ſervice, ere I come to thee : 

Lo by thy fide where rape and murder flands ; 
| Now give ſome ſurance that thou art revenge, 

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels, 
And then 1'i! come and be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the globes : 
Provide two proper palfries black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwiſt away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves. 
And when thy car js loaden with their heads, 
[ will diſmount, and by thy waggon wheel 
Trot like a ſervile foot-man all da long 3 
Even from Mperion's riſing in the caſt, 
Until his very downfal in the ſea. 
And day by day Þ 11 do this heavy task, 
So thou deftroy rapine and murder there. 

Tam. Theſe are my miniſters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters? what are they call'd 2? 
Tam. Rapine and murder ; therefore called ſo, 

Cauſe they take vengeance on ſuch kind of men. 
Tit. Gcod lord, how like the Empreſs” ſons they are, 

And you the Empreis but we worldly men 
Have miſerable mad miſtaking eyes: 
Q ſweet revenge, now do [ come ta thee, 3 
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And if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

I will embrace thee in it by and by. 
[Exit Titus from above. 

Tam. This cloſing with him fits his lunacy. 
Whate'er I forge to feed his brain-ſick ſits, 

Do you uphold, and maintain in your ſpeech, 
4 For now he firmly takes me for revenge ; 
; And being credulous in this mad thought, 

I'll make him ſend for Lucius, his ſon : 
And whilit I at banquet hold him ſure, 
F'!l fnd fome cunning practice out of hand. 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Gothe, 
Or at the leaſt make them his enemies: 
See here he comes, and I muſt play my theam. 

| Enter Titus. 
T:t. Long have been forlorn, and all for thee : 

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houſe ; 
Rapine and murder, you are welcome too: 
How like the Empreſs and her ſons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor; 

Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devil ? 
For well I wot, the Empreſs never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor; 
And would you repreſent our Queen aright, 
It were convenient you had ſuch a devil : 
But welcome, as you are: what ſhall we do? 

Yam. What wouldit thou have us do, Audronicus? 
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 
Chi. Shew me a villain that has done a rape, 

And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 
Tim. Shew me a thouſand that have done thee wrong, 

And I will be revenged on them all. | 
Tit. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Rome, 

And when thou find" a man that's like thy ſelf, 
Good murder ſtab him, he's a murderer. 
Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee, 
Good rapine ſtab him, he is a raviſher. 
Go thou with them, and in the Empcror's court 
There is a Queen attended by a ZT7cor ; * | 

Well may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down fhe doth reſemble thee ; 
] pray thee do on them ſome viatent death 3 They | 
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They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tam. Well haſt thou lefion'd us; this ſhall we do. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Audronicus, 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice-valiant fon, 
Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe, 
When he is here, even at thy {olemn feail 
I will bring in the Empreſs and her ſons, 
The Emperor himſelf, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 
And on them ſhal: thou eaſe thy angry heart 
What ſays Audronicus to this device? 

Enter Marcus. 
Tit. Marcus my brother, *tis fad Titus calls: 

Go gentle Marcus to thy nephew Lucius; 
Theu ſhalt enquire him out among the Goth 
Bid him repair to me; and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt princes of the G; 
Bid him encamp his Soldiers where they are ; 
Tell him the Emperor and the Empreſs too 
Feaſt at my houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them 
This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 
As he regards his aged father's life. 

Mar. This will 1 co, and foon return again. [ Exit. 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy buſineſs, 

And take my miniſters along with me. 
Tit. Nay, nay, let rape and murder ſtay with me, 

Or elſe Vl call my brother back again, 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 

Tam, What fay you, boys, will ycu abide with him, 
W hiics I go tell my lord, the Emperor, 
How I have govern'd cur determin'd jeſt ? 
Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpea k him fair, 
And tarry with him' til! Icome again. 

7it. I know them all, tho* they ſuppoſe me mad, 
And will o'er-reach them in their own devices: 
A pair of curſed hell-hounds and their dam. [ Mae. . 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farwel, Andrenicus, revenge now goes 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tamora, 
Tit. I know thou doſt, and ſweet revenge farewel. 
Chi, Tell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd ? 

3 
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77. Tut, 1 have work enough for you to do. 

Publius, come hither, Coins and Valentine. 

Enter Publius and Servants, 

Pub. What is your will? 
Tit, Know ye theſe two ? 
Pub. The Empreſs fon 

I take them, Chiron, Demerrins.” 
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie, thou art too much deceiv'd, 

The one is murder, rape is th' other's name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Cas and Valentine, lay hands on them; 
Ott have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 
And now I find it, therefore bind them ſure. [E x:t Titus, 

Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Empreſs {ons. 
Pub. And th erefore d do we what we are command ed 

Stop cloſe their mouths ; let them not ſpeak a word. 
Is he ſure bound ? look that ye bind them {ait. 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a wiſe, and Lavinia with - 
a Baſon. 

Tit. Come, come, Lawinie, look, thy foes are bound; 
Sirs, ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 
Oh viliains, Chiron and Demetrius / 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have flain'd with mud, 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mixt: | 
You kill'd her husband, and for that vile fault 
Iwo of her brothers were condemn'd to death. 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt, 
Both her ſweet hands, ker tongue, and that more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleis cha ſdity, 
ates tratitors, you conſrain'd and torc'd. 
What would you {ry if I could let you peak ? 
Vi tains? ! -—— for ſhame you could not beg for grace, 
Hark, wretches, how mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your chro ats, 1 2239 

Whilſt that Lavinia 't ixt Ber ſtumps doth hold | 
The baſon that receives your guiity blood. 
You know your mother means to feail with me, 
And calls her ſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad 
Hark, villains, 1 will g: rind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it il make a paſte, 
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64 TiTus AnDRoONICUS, 
And of the paſte a coffin will I rear, 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads, 
And bid that ſtrumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that I have bid her to, 
And this the banquet the ſhall ſurfeit on; 
For worle than Phi/-mel you us'd my daughter, 
And worſe than Progne I will be reveng'd. 
And now prepare your throats, Iavinia, come, 
Receive the blood ; and when that they are dead , 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it; 
And in that paſte let their vile heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet, which I wiſh might prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaur feaſt. | 

He cuts t, ir throats, 
So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook, 
And ſee them ready gainſt the mother comes. [ Excant, 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaron Prifoner, » 
Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſince tis my father's mind 

That I repair to Rome, Jam content. 
Goth. And ours with thine, befal what forte will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarcus Meer, 

This ravenous tiger, this accurſed devil, 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him 
Till he be brought unto the Emp'ror's fac ce, 
For teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings 
And ſee the ambuſh of our friends be & eas, 
I fear the Emperor means no good to 

Aar. Some devil whiſper curſes inn ay ear, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my twelling heart. 

Luc. Away, mhuman dog, unhallow'd ſlave, 
TExeunt Goths with Aaron. 

Sirs, help our uncle to conve\ him in. [ Flourifh, 
The trumpets ſnew the Emperor is at hand. 
Sound FYumPpErs, Eater E i geror aud E 6 , ewith Yibunes 

; aud oh 5. 

Saz. What, hath the ſirmament more ſuns than one? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy ſelf a ſun ? 
Mar. Ramc's Emperor, and nephew, break the parley ; 

Theſe 



TiTus ANDRONICUS. 65 
Theſe quarrels muſt be quietly debated ; 
The feaſt is ready, which the careful 777 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your places, 

Sat. Marcus, we will. [ Hautboys, 

A Table bronght in. Enter Titus /ike a Cook, placing the 
meat on the Table, and Lavinia with a weil over 

her face. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord, welcome dread 
een, 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome Lucius, 
And welcome all ; although the cheer be poor, 
"I'will fill your ſtomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus? 
Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 

To entertain your highneſs, and your empreſs. 
Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
Tit. And if your highneſs knew my heart, you were. 

My lord the Emperor, reſolve me this; 
Was it well done of raſh Firing, 
To ſlay his daughter with his own right-hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforced, ſtain'd, and deflour'd ? 

Sat. It was, Audronicus. 
Tit, Your reaſon, mighty lord? 
Sat. Becauſe the girl thould not ſurvive her ſhame, 

And by her preſcnce ſtill renew his ſorrows. 
Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual, 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
ror me, molt wretched, to perform the like: 
Die, die, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 
And with thy ſhame thy tather's ſorrow die. | 

[He kills her, 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tit. Kill'd her for whom my tears have made me blind, 

Jam as woful as Virginin was, | 
And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he 
To do this outrage. And it is now done. 

Sat. What, was ſhe ravith'd ? tell, who did the deed ? 
47 1 pleaſe you cat, will't pleaſe your highneſs 
feed? 

Taz. 
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Zam. Why haſt thou flain thine only daughter thus ? 
Tit. Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrius. 

They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong. 

Sat. Oo fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit. Why there they are both, baked in that pye, 

Whereof their maſter daintily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herlſeif hath bred, 
Tis true, 'tis true, witneſs my kniſe's ſharp point. 

[He labs the Empreſs. 

Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurſed deed. 
[ He ftabs Titus. 

Tuc. Can the ſon's eye behold his father bleed. 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[Lucius 2. the Emperor. 
Mar. You ſad- fac'd men, * and ſons of Rome, 

By uprore ſever'd, like a flight of fowl, 
Scatter d by winds and high tempeſtuous guſts, 
Oh let me teach you how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual ſheaf, 
Jheſe broken limbs again into one body. 

Goth. Let Rome herſelf be bane unto her ſelf, 
And ſhe whom mighty kingdoms curtſie to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt away, 
Do ſhameful execution on her ie't. 

Mar. But if my iroſty ſigns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erſt our anceſtor, 

When with his ſolemn tongue he did diſcourſe 
To love: ſick Diao's fad attending car, 
The ſtory of that baleful burning night, 
When ſubtile Greeks furpriz'd iving Priam's Troy : 
Tell us what S:non hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 
That gives our Troy, our Poe, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact cf flint nor ſteel; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief 
But floods of tears wil! drown my oratory, 
And break my very itt'rance; even in the time 
When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 

[To Lucius, 
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Lending your kind commiſeration. \ 
Here is a captain, let him tel! che tale, 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak, .. f 

Luc, Then noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our Emperor's brether ; 
And they it were that raviſf'd our ſiſter ; 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our father's tears deſpis'd, and baiely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out, 
And tent her enemies into the grave. 
Laſtly, my ſelf unkindly baniſhed, 
The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies, 
Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 
And op'd their arms Cembrace me as a friend: 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood, 
And from her boſom took the a point, 
Sheathing the ſteel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I; 

My ſcars can witneis, dumb alchough they are, 
That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 
But ſoft, methinks I do digreſs too much, 
C:ting my worthleis praiie : oh paidon me, 
For waen no fricnds are by, men pratie themſelves. 

Mar, Now is my tongue to ipeak : behold this child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered, 
The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of theſe woes; 
'Fhe villian 1s alive in 77e, houſe, 
And as he is, to witneſs this is true. 
Now judge what cauſe had * to revenge 
Theſe wrougs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 
Or more tha any living m man could bear. 
Now you have hea rd the truth, what fay you Romans ? 
Have we done ought amiſs? ſhew us wherein, 
And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of An dranicus, 
We'll hand in hand all head-long caſt us down, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat out our brains, 
And make a mutual cloſure of our houle ; 
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Speak, Romans, ſpeak, and if you ſay you ſhall, 
Lo hand in hand, Lucius, and I will fall. 
An. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 

And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucixs our Emperor: for well I know, 
The common voice do cry it ſhall be fo. 

Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal Emperor 3 
Go, go into old Tut ſorrowful houſe, 
And hither hale that miſbelieving Moor, 
To be adjuig'd ſome direfa! lughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 
Lucius all hail, Rome's gracious governor, 

Luc. Thank: gentle Romans: may I govern fo, 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe. 
But, gentle, give me aim a while, 
For nature puts me to a heavy task : 
Stand all aloot ; i but uncle draw you near, 

To fhed ob:cquiuus tears upon this trunk: 
Oh take this warm Eifs on thy pale cold lips, 
Theſe ſorrowful drops upon thy blood-ſtain'd face; 
The laſt true duties of thy noble ſon. 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O were tae ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Geme hither boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in ſhowers ; thy grandſire lov'd thee well; 
lany a time he danc'd thee on his knee ;, 

Surg thee aſleep, his loving breaſt thy pilkthy : 
lany a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thy infancy £ 
In that reſpe& then, like a loving child, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 5 
Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo; 
Friends ſhould aſſociate friends, in grief and woe : 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave, 
Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandſire, grandfire! ev'n with all my heart, 
Would I were dead, ſo you did live again 
O lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping 
My tears will choak me, if! ope my mouth, 
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ITUS ANDRONICUS. +; 
Enter Romans with Aaron. 

Rom. You ſad Andronici, have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 

Luc. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſh him + | 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for food: 
If any one relieves or pities him. 
For the offence he dies: this is our doom. 
Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the earth. 

Aar. O why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb; 
I am no baby, I, that with baſe prayers 
I ſhould repent the evil I have done: 
Ten thouſand worſe than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my will : 
Tf one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very ſoul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence, 
And give him burial in his father's grave. 
My father and Lavinia ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our houſhold's monument : 
As for that heinous tygreſs Tamora, 
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell ſhall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beaſts and birds of prey : 
Her life was beaſt-like, and devoid of pity, 
And being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 
See juſtice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning; 
Then afterwards, we'll order well the ſtate, 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate, [¶ Eæeunt omm es. 
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